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Author's Notes: 
Okay, this didn't come out as | hoped but | can't seem to get a handle on why. Maybe one of you can tell me. 


We've been fighting again. A lot. 


Izzy said that it was beginning to affect the band and it had to stop. He always did keep his eye on the larger 
picture, the one who kept his goals in sight, never letting personal problems get in the way of business. It was 
Izzy who really over saw the band, in spite of what Axl might have thought. Whatever was going on between 
Axl and |, it was Izzy who would always pull us up short. He was not going to let us destroy everything we all 
worked for because Axl was being a bitch. 


He brought us all together that night, in the green room of some venue | don't remember where. After all, 


when you're on tour, you start to lose track of what day it is or what crap city you might be in. Every venue 
is the same and the only thing that changes is the mood of your audience and whether or not Axl might feel 
like performing. It's stressful and as | said, Axl had been acting especially bitchy; | was losing myself into drugs. 


It was the only way | could cope. 
But | was clean that night. Maybe if | hadn't been, it would've been different. 
Maybe not. 


| don't know what Izzy planned or what he intended. Maybe he was trying to hold something together that had 
long been broken. | do know it wasn't long after that that he finally left. | wonder what he was thinking? Did he 
see this fucked up attempt at an intervention as his last chance of saving what all of us had worked so hard 
for? Because that is what it was: an intervention. His attempt at forcing Axl and | to work things out before it 
destroyed us all. He never approved of our relationship; said it was a bad mistake, that the minute sex got 


involved, the working relationship was doomed. 


He was right, | knew it was a mistake even before it started, when Axl was chasing my ass all over the place. | 
mean, | grew up in this business for fuck's sake. | knew what was up. | had seen both the advantages and the 
drawbacks, what works and what doesn't and | knew damn well that the minute band members start fucking 
each other, it was over. What was | thinking? Knowing this, why the fuck did | take up with Axl? Its not as if | 
was all that attracted to him - at least, not at first. | don't bend over for men if | have any choice but | bent 
over for him. | let him turn me into his whore and | don't even know why. He just had that way about him, he 
got past my defenses and under my skin. To this day, | don't understand the fascination he held for me. It was 


like | was under some kind of fucking spell or something. | was mesmerized... 


| fell in love with him. Huh - isn't that pathetic? | loved the guy. He was volatile, erratic, short tempered, 
controlling and abusive and | loved him. What a fucking fool | was! Why did | stay with him? To this day, | have 
no fucking clue. Maybe it was that little core of innocence he had, the lost little boy who had no one to protect 
him and maybe | thought | could save him. Maybe | thought | could make a difference, help heal his pain or 
some fucked up shit like that. But | couldn't. Instead, | was dragged down into his hell. 


Truth is, he was an angel trapped in the cloak of a demon. 


That meeting or intervention or whatever the fuck you want to call it that Izzy held? It was the same old shit 
all over again - at least, at first. Axl was ranting and raving as was his habit and | was egging him on as it had 
become mine. It had gotten to the point where | did things just to piss him off because that was the only way 
| could feel real. The only times when | felt he actually saw me. Me. Not his bitch and certainly not his toy, 
something that he could play with and put aside when it suited him . | felt like | was losing my very identity 
under the irresistible force of his own personality and had to resort to little passive aggressive digs to assert 
my own sense of „individuality? | don't know. | can't explain it. It was as if by only pissing him off, | became 
worthwhile to him. 


He hurt me so much. | see that now but at the time, all | knew was that | was crazed and | didn't know why. 


He drew me into his bed and then he crucified me for it. Flayed me alive for his own shortcomings and blamed 
me for everything that went wrong with us until | believed it. How did | become such a pussy? What 
happened? Was it our success? Ironic that. When we were still struggling, we wanted that so badly and once we 
had it, it wasn't what we thought it would be. Maybe that is what destroyed us both. He became a 


megalomanic and | - | became an addict. 


Yeah, it's true; | was never really comfortable with fame or the attention that it brought. Before we were 
signed, all | could think of was making it and | was so fucking focused then it amazes me to remember it now. | 
guess | never thought of the price to be paid, the lack of privacy, the mind-fuck of becoming an icon to the 
point where people no longer see you as human. Little innocent Saul Hudson became lost in the shuffle of 
becoming Slash, the scary-as-fuck creature who played guitar in Guns N Roses. Well, ol Saul was a pussy 
anyway. Scared of his own shadow whenever he found himself trapped in a group of people he didn't know. 
Never had any consistency in his life so why was he so fucked up when he suddenly had even less? 


| become an addict because it was the only way | could cope. Suddenly, | was expected to be "on" all the time 
and | didn't know how to do that. People in my face, demanding an autograph, a picture and a few words when | 
had none to give. Telling me how great | was and fuck man, you're the reason | took up guitar. Do you have 
any idea what kind of pressure that put me under? I'm the reason you took up guitar? I'm your god? What 
the fuck? l'm a human being not a god; | laugh, | cry, | feel but if | am ever so foolish as to betray that fact, 
to ever make the mistake of breaking that illusion and show the world that | am, indeed, human, then all those 


adoring masses will become a raging mob, bent on tearing me to bloodied shreds. 


Yeah - fame is overrated and not even the money can begin to compensate you for the loss of your dignity 
and humanity. Once that's gone, all you have left is the ride and when the ride is over, what do you do? 


Become a joke. 


Human? Fuck, we're not human. We're Rock Stars; we don't feel. Slash doesn't feel. Slash plays his ax like a God 
even if he doesn't play all that well but man, he does it with style. That's all the matters. Fuck musicianship. 
Fuck the music. It's the look that counts. And oh baby, you're so good, everyone knows this group would be 
nothing without you. Bend over little more so | can kiss your ass better... 


| had grown up seeing that bullshit, | knew it for what it was but Axl - Axl fell for it, hook, line and sinker. He 
began to believe the hype and just as little Saul Hudson withered away and died, so did that Indiana farm-boy, 
William Bailey. He had vision, Axl did and all the force of his personality became focused on making that vision 
into reality. Trouble is, people aren't like that - you can't mold them into something they're not because who 

they are doesn't fit with however it is you see them. Suddenly, | wasn't good enough for Axl and, egged on by 
his ass kissers and suck ups, he set to work on changing me. Or tried to. All he succeeded in was undermining 
everything that | was and everything that was important to me. He robbed me of what little confidence | had 
and | turned to heroin to fill up the void he left behind. 


It became a vicious cycle. The more he tried to control me, the more | shot up. He used to say that he was 
afraid that | would end up in a gutter somewhere and he was probably right. If things had continued on as 


they did, that is probably where | would have ended up. Fuck, | died four times. You'd think that would get 
through to me but no, life held little appeal for me then. | didn't care and so | didn't hear what Axl was saying 
when he told me that. | wouldn't have been able to do anything if | had. Why? Because he wouldn't hear what | 
told him - that | needed him to stop fucking with my head. To stop fucking hurting me. To stop dismissing 
everything | had to say as some kind of drama queen, attention whore attempt at getting what | wanted. 


He wouldn't hear me so where did he get the right to expect me to hear him? 


That night..that fucked up night in the green room, it all came to a head. There was Izzy, acting like fucking 
Deepak Chopra or some such shit and Duff drinking as usual. | don't know where Matt was; he might have been 


there but I'm can't be sure and of coarse. Axl, insisting on being the center of attention as he always did. 


| can't remember what set it off - everything is so vague in my mind. | know that Axl had told me yet again 
how my drug problem made him feel. Maybe for once, | listened; | don't know. Maybe it was because Deepak 
Izzy insisted that that | answer him for a change. | do remember feeling..cornered, | guess and not a little 
depressed. Until then, everything had been a joke, but the truth was, | didn't have an answer for Axl. | didn't 
know what to say. | knew that my drug intake was a problem but it wasn't one | had a solution for. | wasn't 
ready to give them up, | couldn't. They were my crutch, the one thing | had left to me that helped me 
just.deal. 


Something got through to me that night though. | felt Axl's pain and maybe for the first time in a long time, | 
felt that he actually cared. Maybe | was wrong all that time, maybe he did feel for me and | kept fucking up 
without a thought to how it might affect him. | felt guilty. | realized that | wasn't the only one that was 
hurting, that | hurt him as much as he hurt me and | - | didn't know how to react at first. It was a fucked up 
feeling; | felt lower then dirt. 


| thought - | thought he might be ready to hear me, so | made the mistake of trying yet again to tell him the 
same the fucking thing I'd been trying to tell him for years. | tried to tell him how | felt, but he - he wouldnt 
hear me. It was like | was invisible or something, a mindless thing with no voice that could be heard. Once again, 


| felt like | wasn't there, that | didn't exist, that | wasn't real. 


Suddenly, it all became less about communication and more about how Slash is a bad person, a fuck-up, a 
screwed up, whining bitch looking for attention He turned it around as he always did, it became all about him 
and his feelings and what | did to screw him over. He ranted on for what seemed liked hours, his every word 
cutting into me like knives. | felt like | was being assaulted by a barrage of thousands of tiny, razor sharp bits 
of glass cutting into my skin to burrow their way into my bones. There | was, curled up in the corner of the 
sofa - | couldn't even look at him as tore into me. | collapsed into myself | guess. | withdrew. The world was 


gradually fading around me and | was hardly even aware of it. It was like | went..elsewhere. 


How can | describe it? That feeling of nonexistence, of unreality even as | saw what and who was around me 
and yet, didn't see. It was like | was separated from everybody, even myself, with a one way mirror sliding 
between us so that | could see them but all they saw was their own reflection Even my body felt like it no 
longer existed and | was nothing but this - awareness that had no physical reality to hold on to and no 


conscious thought besides. | was numb and | didn't know how to break out of it; | didn't even know that | should 


try. | just was and was not. 


Fucked up, isn't it? | guess it's one of those things that people who have felt what | felt that night understand 
but can't describe; can't explain. It's not something you can communicate with words, not without a common 
reference. That separateness, the emptiness and the illusion that you're even there. | felt like | was the 


nothingness lost in the void. 
That is how Axl made me feel. 
Maybe | was nothing more then his delusion. 


| remember how their voices became a meaningless babble, a distant murmur of which | could make no sense. 
There were people talking; | didn't know who they were and they might as well have been speaking in fucking 
tongues for all the sense they made. It was dark and | had started to hum - just to fill up the emptiness that 
was consuming me. Just to have some means of reaching for what was real. 


| was invisible. 
| had no voice. 


| was not sure | even existed. 
"What the fuck -?" 


Axl's voice snapped me back from where ever it was | had gone; the world came crashing back down and all of 
the sudden, time seemed to reassert itself and things were back to normal. Only they weren't, not really. My 
eyes flew open and | saw the look of utter shock on Axl's face as he stared at me, pale as a ghost. Over his 
shoulder, | could see Duff, a look of horror on his own face, his bottle of vodka frozen halfway to his lips. | 
was confused. What was going on? What had happened to shake these guys up so much? 


| felt a soft touch on my knee and my eyes dropped down to see Izzy was kneeling on the floor, looking up at 


me. 
"Slash - " he said, his eyes so full of compassion and concern that for a moment, | was confused. 
"Let me have the knife, man," he added, glancing away from my face before catching my eye again 


Knife? What knife? What the fuck are you talking about, man? | followed the direction of his gaze and was 
astonished to see that | was holding a knife in my right hand. Where the fuck did | get that? | had no idea and 
bemused, | watched as | drew the blade across my left forearm without conscious thought. A trail of blood 
followed it's path and the sharp pain made me feel..whole again. Almost as if that sense of separation within 
myself couldn't withstand the reality of the pain; it pulled me back and eased my crippling numbness. 


| could see that there were already several deep cuts in my arm and | was fascinated by the blood even as 
my hand made another pass..another cut. It was beautiful. The deep crimson flooding over my arm and soaking 
into my leg; the exquisite pain that made me feel so alive. | could hear my heart thudding in my chest, feel my 
body vibrate with life dissipating. For the first time in as long as | could remember, | felt completely aware and 
present. like a part of me that had long since disappeared had finally returned. It was a heady experience, 
better then any high and | wanted more. | wanted to finish what | started; to see what it would feel like to 


watch my life pour out of me as my very sense of identity had already gone so long ago. 


It must've been really strange for the others to watch but to me, it all seemed so logical and right. | 
remember | smiled as my hand started to make yet another pass, to make yet another trail of bleeding pain 
when Izzy reached across and plucked the knife from my fingers. It didn't take much effort, | didn't resist. 
Instead, | watched while my empty hand continued to slice across my forearm even though there was no blade 


to cut. 


| can't tell you much what happened after that; everything becomes blurred in my memory, almost hazy. 
Maybe the loss of the blood affected me; | do remember feeling dizzy and removed from of it all. Maybe | 
just somehow slipped back into that strange state of emptiness | was in before. | don't know. All | do know is 
that there was a lot of chaos, a lot of yelling and a lot of people running around like maniacs. At one point, 
Doug was there, jerking my head back almost painfully by the chin to stare into my eyes and demanding to 
know what | was on Axl was yelling at him, | remember that and | remember that | didn't answer him. | 


couldn't; | wasn't capable of it. 


| never liked Doug; | didn't trust him. Everyone knew he was Axl's nut swinger and that he didn't exactly have 
the band's best interests in mind. He treated the rest of us like dirt while he kissed Axl's ass and massaged his 
ego to mammoth proportions. As if Axl didn't already have a well developed sense of his own magnificence. 
Doug Goldstein was a USDA prime choice ass kisser of the first order and even though he was supposed to be 
our manager, he was more interested in being Axl's errand boy then our representative. He treated me like a 
animal and that night was no different. There | was, bleeding like a stuck pig and it didn't matter if | had done it 
myself, he had no call to treat it all as if it were just another Slash-annoyance, designed to inconvenience Ax! 


and himself. 
| hate that fucker. 


The next thing | remember, | was riding in the back of the limo. | don't recall how | got there and | don't know 
if | knew it at the time, but we were heading for the hospital. Axl was with me and we were alone. No one else 
was there, not even Doug who rarely left Axl's side if he could avoid it. There was a blanket around my 
shoulders and | was leaning against Axl, my head resting against his neck while his arm curled around my back 
and he stroked my hair. | just rested there while he talked; | don't think | understood half of what he was 
saying. | was too occupied with my arm, fascinated by how the blood was soaking through the makeshift 
bandage, by how the ache of it made me feel so alive. Even though | was so out of it that | hardly could 
comprehend what was happening, | felt so incredibly aware of everything around me. Even the feel of my 


fingers clutching my arm so hard that | had to bite my lip against the pain It was a high | had never 


experienced. 


But Axl broke the spell. He pleaded with me - actually pleaded! - to tell him why | did it. The novelty of hearing 
Axl Rose plead for anything stirred me out of my self-absorption. | looked up at him, my eyes feeling dry and 
gritty like | had been crying even though | had long since lost any tears | had to shed. They hurt as | studied 
his eyes, searching for any clue of what he was really thinking. Axl is so good at hiding his feelings that 
sometimes | could never tell what it was that was really bothering him but this time - this time, his confusion 


was genuine. He really wanted me to explain what was going on within me. Maybe this time he would listen 


And so, | slowly raised my bloodied hand to his cheek and caressed him gently while | told him in a raspy 
whisper, "This is what you do to me." 


For that is what he always did - he made me bleed. 


